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the warders carry batons and sometimes other wea-
pons too. When we reached the Soviet prison we
saw one man in front of the main gate with a gun
walking up and down. Inside, the guards were not
armed at all. They had neither guns nor batons.
We went right inside. The Governor of the prison
asked us to pick out any cells we liked to visit. I
do not know if this was specially done at the time
for the edification of visitors or if it was a normal
practice. We chose some cells and were shown
round. Most of the prisoners had separate cells.
The doors of each cell were left wide open and pri-
soners came and went as they pleased. Guards
kept watch along the corridors but did not other-
wise interfere. Some prisoners were listening to
their radio sets which they themselves had set up.
There were some musicians who were practising on
their instruments. The prisoners had their own
orchestra and once a week they had concerts inside
the jaiL Some men were sitting in their cells com-
posing music, others were out in the yard or work-
shop, working. They looked more like human be-
ings than most of the prisoners I had seen in Indian
jails who have a frightened, haunted look about
them and are treated liike animals or savages.
Though this prison we saw was almost perfect, I
do not think all the Soviet prisons could be like this
judging from all that one has read and heard about
them.

^Another amusing incident happened to me in
Moscow. Once I was sitting at a meeting, clad in a
simple Dacca sari with no adornment of any kind.
Fineries were looked upon with great disfavour in
those days. A young Communist girl who was sitting
beside me for some time, bent towards me and al-
most touched the 'kumkum' (red mark) on my fore-
head and said, "Why do you put that on? I hope
it 4s not a religious sign for we in Russia do not like